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and hard thorns, which you reject. They build with Indian teak,
at Mecca and Jiddah,

The fellows who come down from New Delhi, where there is a
small, fortunate, unit tell me it's a posh place, Not very satisfying,
critically, perhaps, but at least the right spirit.

An advantage of this filthy paper which India gives us is that
it breaks brittly into brown flaky dust after a short exposure to
light. So my 'life and letters* will not include this effort. Adds a
new terror to letter-writing, that sort of threat.                   T.E.S.

337:   TO   T.   B.   MARSON
20.1.28.                                                            [Drigh Road, Karachi\
Dear Marson, You must have pushed the unfortunate Boom1
up to writing to me. It's a joy to get 'em: but please don't. He
has so many better things to do. One of my best memories is of
him pushing up those big glasses, and saying plaintively *Marson,
may I go?' . .. Now you are out of office you are to be merciful
to him. He's so great and clean and splendid a person that he
deserves all the best service in the world. It will be a relief to me
to hear that he has finally left the Air Ministry, To go on risking
himself, after all he's done, seems too wild. He has deserved
harbour, after that voyage, with that crew and owners.2
Tell him, if ever you see him, that it's time for him to rest.
The Air Force is what he'd like it to be, and he's created it after
his own image. He must now let the child alone, to take its first
steps, and fall down, and hurt itself, and find its own way up
again, and carry on. All decent birds hop it when their infants
have done their first solo. I know it hurts them: I haven't been a
parent, but I cut myself off the Arab Movement, though I wake
up night after night dreaming I could help 'em again, I could,
but that late help is hurtful to the young.
This applies, a little, to the chicken, or game-<rock, of yours.
1 Lord Trenchard.  Marson was Trenchard*s secretary at the Air Ministry.
* The metaphor of the ship, and of the fledglings, was often repeated In a letter
of November 3rd, 1933 (not included here) he wrote to David Garnett of Feisal*s death:
*I think of his death almost with relief - as one would see enter the harbour a goodlooking
but not seaworthy ship, with the barometer falling He is out of it intact,*